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Drink a Toast to Our Armed Forces ' ,. nirerBpu»' 

for Renders or 

cea 200 COM/Cf 

Patriotic . . . Unique .. . SO DifferentlYou'tl 
Wont to Take Advantage: of .This. Coupon;;; 1 
Offer Now Whil Si bic 

.nk! A' snatched set .of. 'six, liejt-fs.ialiiy,. big "iOounoe": . 
drinking (jhistvs, arid an a mupori dit-r so. amMing 
riover be duplicated. . . 

"vVh.it ■i],;k.»:! ihijs..' biases :o!or 

design, dif!i..Mii* <;:; ojohfiv,:^. aiming ,;.„.i\ difie:ont bfiiie'b ■ . 
of oi-sraiptiliKH . . . ftriisi-, Nuvv. M.ifiri'b-'-r, Sit Corps. Com,! 
Guard and cvf= She Utk-iLsfi W.oiker, <V;,i, are "H>w:imS" ii'vi 
h'Wici.-ri. There i-k iivo Jliuiiraiiori;; 6v, earn tj lass, Wi? have, 
illuslrotiid yh.it yon see frosii tiiii froii!. You'll j^r .:i real kick, 
oil! oi th* back vi^v;, w!:»n you Ssits she oiasj iio'ind. In good 
i'aniioiil. So, !:.'■).?■..■; i:!(,-ivf' rius coiipcu 
hiL' ihLs srnst'iiii J;-alK;<i'!>™t iii tin. 
Cjjatf you: (Uiij ■■.:'.' . . ..■.';:'.' 

IF YOU THINK YOU MUST PAY 13, S4, 

OR 15 FOR SUCH UNUSUAL GLASSES 

Then You'll Be Delighted When You Rend the Coupon 

SEND NO MONEY SX 

INSPECT.. .USB... SHOW YOUR FRIENDS ON THIS NO-RISK OFFER 
1 1 i^h-W aJkT^lQ^ Bb sure to mail your coupon today. When yourset of 6 lull-color Victory Glasses, 

tM pliFljr l#v ioas,ing Dut atn,ed forces ' ,eaches y ™' give postoan ° n,j 5M9 plus COD 

■,'■.. ■=.-, C ■:::::..!.,: lh,H.n "or, approval." See the excellent quality glass, the 

3L 1 ; $ S ) ■• a'' ■■'-",'■'■; "'■ , E ;. „ ■ \ perfaot shape. Note the safety chip.prool bevel edge. Most important, be happy 

ll^i?^ 1 \ I with ihe vivid full-oolor illustrations, dilfereuL front view and back view, toasting 
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ljEAN/V//I£_E,-~A CRACK PASSENGER 
TRAIN ROARS WESTWARD 
TtfROL/GH THE NtGHT/f 



■ffNP /NSIPE THE TRAIN, THREE MEMBERS OE T//E 
CARNIVAL PROFESS/ON TALK 





Ruthlessly, #np mtmoi/7 wak/vihg the - 

HL)LKt/VG FJGUKES LE/tP ON THE rHf?E£ A4EM, 
FLUNG/TVG'COIO STF&l //VTO T/J£/R BHCKS .' 




CjHE!/? PM0OLICAL PEEP 4CCOMPJ./- 
y S//£-Q THE T/F/O GIOAT oyE/? T//E 
&OP/ES/-' 



t%fffflmL PmFOf&tfE&S- 





T^FJ£ R THE EWMNG SHOW- 
NO* NO/-- IT 

VON'T VORK-' 
"V£ HAFF TO 
TAKE OUR 
TIME " 



NEVER 
LIKED 
THEM 
IN THE 
FIRST 
PlaCE/ 




A 




WELL. HUPRy IT UP, HONEY -J 
I WANT YOU To TAKE ^ 
MOM'S LUNCH To THE t 
PLANT WE WAS TOO 
LATE THIS MOPNIN&l 

ID WAIT / 

FOE IT ! JH 



OH YOU!? MA'S LUNCH. EH? 
WELL, NEXT TIME GO TO 
THE "EMPLOyEES EN' 
TRANCE" -MO 
OF THIS SNEAKIN& 
ABOUND!! D'>A 




Alow SIT THERE, KID, 1 
WHILE I SEE IF I {■ £ 
CAN LOCATE MRS. J 
" M c COI?MIO<:! << 



a M© ^©^'o. 



J &EEYJHrZ..TEOfiT 
(TRUST THAT MEAN 
(GUARD -I BETCHA 
HE'S A CROOK, SO 
. I'M GONNA 
SHADOW 




MEANWHILE 



i?' DR. HUNCHBACK 
| COESM'T REALIZE 
.THAT I AM WATCHIN 
^ HIS EVER!/ MOVE) 




S\CK THE 
ATTACK! 

XStsQNPS 

\ on** 

v STAMPS / 
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COMICS 

dffISSJ"5. ese POINTS 



■■-SOptme^t of 



L&l 



molly Offloon 

MV^SCOOP^SCANOv 



"THE MAN FROM LIMEHOUSE 




THAT'S RIGHT-- I'LL GET YOO 
TWO TICKETS TO THE 
CARR-NORR1S FiGHT- 
ANP I THINK I CAN 
PEESUAPE My SISTER 
TESS1E TO GO WITH 

you.'.' — NOty will 
YOLJ CUT ME IN ON ' 
THE CONVERSATION? 




7h 



VVP #T THE 54#t£ A4CWEMT, 

TO K££P d.-V /A./FC!/?T??A/r 
Z£NP£Z)/OU$ WITH LWE- 



THINGS ARE WORKING OU 
ALL RIGHT SINCE THIS 
AFTERNOON, RICO -'-■ 
LANGDON TOOK OVER 
THE JOB, JUST THE WAY 

I PIC-USED HE _— f-BUT 

WOULD.'/M"^™ HOW ABOUT 
THAT GIRL RE- 
PORTERS STORY ON 
WHO'S GONNA BE THE 
NEXT KING OfCWNA- 
TOWN?--THAT'S BAD 

BUSINESS/' 



iSfttf£SS IS JtJGHTi I I £)UT5/P£, SCOOP HEA&S A 

* ' fQf? A7 TWT *tCW£mT-- | FAMtL/tif? VO^CE - 





ACTION. AOYtMTURE. MySTERY^^ 

COMCDX^ -dull »., r„,.„ ,„, „, 




fiETER A TERRIFIC GUN BATTLE, IN WHICH 
POMINlCS MOB WAS ALMOST COMPIETELY 
RUBBEP OUT-TERRY MOORE ANP MURPHY, 
PICKEP UP A fflZEP LITTLE FIGURE OF A 
MAN FROM THE FLOOR*?— -WITH SOME 
INHERENT SYMPATHY TOR THIS WOEBEGONE 
CREATURE WITH HIS FUNNY OLPfASHi&NEi} 
CAP--THE TWO HAREf BOtiEP COPS TOOK 
HIM TO THE HOSPITAL, WHERE H£~Sf&N£P 
A PAPER TURNING STATES EVIPBNCE 
AGAINST THE POMINlC CRIME RING— 



\)UX STO#y STARTS IY/TH MOUSEY 
ffECOVERiHG /N THE HOSP/T/)L~- 

rwo GENTLfMEN \ POUCE PEPARTMENTf 

FROM THE POLICE TELL 'EM I'M 
DEPARTMENT, MR, } ER— • MUST 
MOL.LOY' 




SAY/ WHERE T ME? WHX 

were you "S w-wAS-- 

DUR1NG THESE 
MURD.ERS ? 



TIED HIS 0ALLI$TtC5 TRA/N'MG, 
Mt/XPHY FiNDS * CLUE ***■-* 





j^t MAKING 



Billy Williams was fourteen, red-headed and 
tar Iroin being shy. He was always trying 1o 
show oil in front oi Madeline Hadley. Madeline, 
truthfully, was the prettiest and most popular 
girl at the Horace Mann School. Her eyes were 
deep brown and dancing; and her long black 
hair had a series of soil rolls just like older 

Madeline was a year younger than Billy 
At recess, when everyone used to gather in 
the play-yard to have their morning lunch, Billy 
was always up to some new and tricky stunt 
to attract Madeline's attention. One day it 
would be walking along the thin high railing on 
top of the school fence; another time he would 
be walking on his hands in front of the group 
of girls with Madeline. She used to blush when 
the other girls would say, "Go on - sm il e a t 
nim. He : wants to be youi feller." 

Madeline was very aloof— but she wasn't 
stuck-up." She was a pretty girl, and knew 
it. She secretly thought that Billy Williams was 
a swell boy. but didn't want to tell him, or let 
him know. Silly didn't wear smart clothes and 
have lots of pocket money like Lowell Mason 
Lowell's father owned the biggest real estate 
office in town, and promised his son an auto- 
mobile on his sixteenth birthday. 
•JxP Y , Came iT ° m anolher P° rt o< town called 
The Line," and had several brothers and sis- 
ters all younger than he. His father Worked in 
the Beacon Coke Works, and would come home 
every night very tired, and very dirty. Made, 
fine s father had a good job in Lowell's father's 
office, and wanted Madeline to become better 
acquainted with his employer's son. 

On this particular day, Lowell came over 
when Madeline was talking to the girls ' oRa 
oifered her one of the ice-cream cones he was 
carrying. Several of the other boys, including 
Billy were looking on. 

That big sissy." remarked "Boo-Boo" Al- 
dncn. All he wants to do is hang around the 
girls!" 




Inky Meyers nodded. "Yeah. And look- 
he e r giving Madeline Hadley one of 'em— Why 
don tcha 90 over an' sock him, Billy?" 

Billy glared at him red-faced. 

"If YOU don't button your lip, I'll SO ck you," 
he said. Why don'tcha mind your own busi- 
nesfi. She ain t my girl!" 

"Boo-Boo" laughed. He was bigger and 
much heavier than Billy. 

B.u H0 ' h »t 0/ ' \ e ieered " " Look wha) ' 9 ta &in'I 
After all those handsprings and cartwheels to 
make her take notice of you, look what's 
talking! 

Billy glowered. To have one of his bunch ad- 
mit having a girl, was like trying to pull an ele 
phani through a knothole. Sure he liked Made- ■ 
line. But how could he talk to her? He never had 
pocket money, and his clothes showed plenty 
of patches. But. Lowell Mason— 

Billy gritted his teeth. He resolved that some 
day he would make a million dollars, and come 
back in a big white automobile with a white 
suit and when Madeline would stand on the 
outside of the crowd that would be admiring 
him, he d tip his hat gravely to her, and say 
How do. Miss Hadley"— and walk away with 
his friends to a gay evening, leaving her stand- 
ing on the sidewalk all alone. 

That afternoon, he watched Lowell Mason 
carry her books home for her. Once he said 
something funny and she laughed in that mu- 
sical way of hers, and smiled in his face. 

When Billy finished his homework that night, 
he said to his father: "Pop — I want to go to 
work afternoons after school." 

His father shook his head from behind his 
paper Great blue clouds of pipe smoke arose 
from Mr. Williams' huge pipe. Billy's mother 
Sat nearby darning stockings. 

"Nothing doing," his lather said. "You don't 
HAVE to work. I earn enough money to sup- 
port my wife and kids— " 

Billy was insistent. "But Dad." he said. "I 
am t a little kid anymore. Gee— a feller's got 




to have some money in his pockets when he's 
out with the boys. Gosh — I — " 

"Billy's right, Tom," his Mother said. "We 
can't afford to give him money, and if he can 
get some kind of work after school, I think it 
will teach him the responsibility of money. ■ . ." 
Billy put his arm around his mother's neck. 
"Dear, sweet Mom," he said kissing her fore- 
head. "You're the best Mom a feller ever had 
in the world." 

She patted his arm. Mr. Williams grunted. 
That grunt was usually a sign of defeat for him. 
The next few days were busy ones for Billy. 
First of all, Mr. Kimball, who owned Kimball's 
Drug Store, hired him to work every afternoon 
in his store from 2:30 to 6:30. And for this treat 
of being able to stay in this veritable fairyland 
of sodas and candies, he was to receive seven 
dollars a weekl Seven dollars a week all for 
himself! He resolved right away, to give one- 
half of it to his mother every week. 

The days flew by. Every night he would come 
home, have his supper, do homework, and 
tumble off to bed, a very tired young man. In 
school, he was a different person. His manners 
changed. Instead of the old carefree Billy with 
his show-off manners, he became a new per- 
son, fully aware of his new responsibility. Now 
and then, when he saw Madeline, he would 
gravely smile and walk on. 

Once he met her walking with Lowell Mason. 
They all said hello and passed by. When Billy 
was out of earshot Lowell said to Madeline; 
"That little wise guy has calmed down. Ever 
since he got that job pushin' a broom around 
in Kimball's Drug Store, he's a big shot!" 

Madeline shrugged. "He's earning some 
money for himself," she said. "At least he 
WORKS for his." 

Lowell reddened. His attempt to compare him- 
self with Billy had failed miserably. 

One afternoon around 4s00, while Billy was 
behind the soda fountain straightening up the 
syrup jugs, Madeline came in and perched her- 
self on one of the high stools. 

For a moment Billy's knees turned to water. 
He suddenly felt like an actor on a brilliant 
stage with a critical audience. Mr. Kimball was 
mixing a prescription in the back room. He 
looked out from behind the door. 

"Hello, Madeline! Take care of Madeline, will 
you, Billy?" he asked. 

With trembling hands Billy began fishing for 
the proper things to make up a banana split. 

Why <iid she have to have a banana split, 
he wondered? He knew where everything waSi 
but with her looking at him and smiling so en- 
trancingly, he just couldn't seem to find any- 
thing. 

Somehow, he managed to prepare the deli- 
cacy for her. When it was finished, it had two 
bananas, five scoops of ice-cream, several-kinds 



of fruit syrup and half a dozen cherries. Never- 
theless. Madeline ate it. Looking from behind his 
prescription room window. Mr. Kimball laughed 
to himself. "Young ones haven't changed in 
fifty years," he said. "There goes the profit of 
that banana split." 

Madeline smiled at him when she went out. 
"Thanks, Billy," she said. "It was wonderful — 
-bye-" 

He took her quarter, exchanged it for one of 
his own and carried it around with him tor 
days. Then he got it mixed up with other quar- 
ters, and was never able to tell the difference. 
A dark, heavy-set man came in the store on 
Saturday night when Mr. Kimball was ready 
to close up. It was eleven o'clock and Billy was 
there. He had been out with the fellows, and 
stopped by to see Mr. Kimball on the way home. 
His mother wanted a hot-water bag and Mr. 
Kimball had promised to get it for Billy at cost. 
The man ordered a coke. Billy was in the 
back room wrapping his package. Suddenly he 
looked up horrified to see the man levelling a 
gun at Mr. Kimball. 

"Dis is a stick-up," he said. "Fork over dat 
dough, or I'll drill ya. And I ain't kiddin' either!" 
He didn't see Billy. The boy let his hand 
slide over the prescription desk and came in 
contact with a heavy paper-weight. He closed 
his lingers around it. 

Mr. Kimball was fumbling at the cash register. 
All the day's receipts were in there, and it re- 
presented a tidy sum of money, 

Billy always used to play pitcher in any ball 
game he was in. He came swiftly, into view, 
and hurled the paper weight with a steady true 
aim. It caught the man directly on the arm, and 
the gun flew out of his hands. Billy made a dive 
for the weapon as the man howled with pain. 
It was the first time the boy ever held a real 
gun in his hand, loaded with real bullets. Some- 
thing in Billy's eyes made the man keep his 
hands high, while Mr. Kimball phoned for the 
' police. 

The whole town heard of it. and they were 
proud. Mr. Kimball gave Billy a twenty-five dol- 
lar bonus, and a three dollar raise. All the 
gang' called Billy a "Hero." He was lionized at 
school. Every recess he would relate the episode 
over and over again to his wide-eyed school- 
mates 1 ; 

One day he met Madeline as he was gomg 
to the store. She had stepped in a doorway to 
primp and smooth her hair, and bit her lips to 
make them red. She stepped out, as he ap- 
proached. 

"Hello, Billy," she began coyly. "1 was just 
going to — " 

"Hello, Miss Hadley," he answered arave- 
ly, and kept right on walking. 

The girl looked after him, astonished. 

"Gee — fellows SURE are funny — " she said. 



SONAL 
ADVENTURE... 

'Ingenuity Unlimited" 




Tf/S WEIR MIGHT? MAN OF WAR -COVERS- 
^ THE SURPRISE LANPINGSAT SALERNO, 

GARMUfHSXX AHP HIS COMRAPES, CWRZ£S\ 
J. ClARK.JR,, JOSEPH COATE, AND JAMES 

H, LOWES, STANP&Y FOg ORDERS /.' 




[PjOtY/V BELOW A POWERFuTcASCAPE. 

OF WATER, ANP Otl BULGES THE 
DOOR or the C0MFAHTM£A/T f/ 



HOLY MACKEREL,GARMUCMSJO;- 
LOOK,'.' WD BETTER 
OUT OF H^RE _ 

TAKE ITEASV 
TRVIN' 




I WAS THINKING ABOUT 
THAT VERY THING CLARK. 
--IF YOU'LL HOLD THIS FLASH, 
MAYBE I CAN HOOK UP 
THE LIGHTS'." 






W£ M/JV(/7ES SEEM TO PRA6 BY, IfKE 
HOURS, A* THE WEARY SA/LORS SIT WITH' 
THeiR SYESGUJEP ON THE WALL/.' 



O.UiCXL-y',-^5 AWS&iCAN TANKS 
RETREAT... TO JOfN THE AJPVANC/NO 
C"Ou.--Vi.v$ £~\ERAl. M-LES AWAY... 




THROUGH- HIS PERISCOPE 3RONC 
&POTS AN OPEN HiGHWAS...At 
HiCSiHO-SAR, TURNS H/S TANK IN 
THAT PIRECTION... 




HURRY l_r , 

9RONC THgV'RE J 

&AIN1MG- 





THIS CAN'T GO % 
ON FOREVER... 1 
THE-YANKSARE 
MOVIN& UP) 




* 



"I Will Show YOU .W, 
HOW TO BUILD A MIGtih. 

using my quick, easy methods," 
says Qeotoje fy. jjautett 




THIS IS WHAT VOU GET IN 
EACH OF THE FIVE JOWETT BOOKS! 






4 ;:.*." 



READ WHAT THESE FAMOUS 

PUPILS SAY ABOUT JOWETT 




Send for These 
FIVE FAMOUS COURSES 
NOW in Book Form 

ALL 5 for i 










,rt YOUR PRIZE 



THESE PRIZES ARE GIVEN TO YOU-Just send for 40 pack , 

ets of easy selling Garden Spot Seeds which you can easily 

and quickly sell to your friends and neighbors at tOceaeh 

i the $4.00 collected and select your Prize Ir 



SEND NO MONEY-WE TRUST YOU. 




Everyone who plants a garden helps and 
helps greally to solve the problem ol (he leed- 
ing ol the many needy nations o! the world. 



ONE PAIR RABBITS 




ILancaihr County Sod Co., 
,5t!ifien 430, fitradiie. Pa. 



